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Mary  Mann 


Reflection 

There  was  a  time 

I  threw  my  hair  to  the  wind. 

But  as  I  ran, 

It  followed. 


Janelle  Hicks 


some  aspects  of  higher  education  with  a  valuable 
introduction  of  secondary  education 

fish-net  wall  decorations  enveloping 
tools  for  reminiscing 

and  girls  laughing  about  the 

english  teacher  with  bad  breath 

and  the  geometry  teacher  with  the 

arm  stub  with  fleshy  extensions 

the  buxom  woman  without  a  brassiere 

who  didn't  want  their  brains  to  come  out 

through  their  teeth  and  was 

always  fixing  herself  in  front  of 

the  whole  class 

and  it'd  drive  them  crazy. 

flip  through  the  notebook  and  find  the 

answer  real  quick 

play  tic-tac-toe  with  David  Hemlin 

fail  gym  in  the  senior  year 

sneak  a  smoke  in  the  bathroom 

skip  american  lit  to  write  a  poem 

about  losing  yourself  along  with 

a  boyfriend  or  two. 

i  bet  you  money  baby 

i  bet  you  money 

i  bet  you  money 

i  bet  you 

won't  you  listen  to  some  slender  aspect  of 

my  new  and  elaboratly  vague  and  emotional  philosophy. 

oh,  life  is  not  being  manifested 

in  my  pizza 

but  wow  he's  good  cause  he's 

soooooo  good-looking 

he  said  hi  to  me  in  the  hall,  i  want  to 

marry  him  and  have  his  class  ring  all 

big  and  heavy  and  full  of  wax. 


ah,  pencils  from  heaven 

fill  in  the  correct  square  with  your 

trusty  number  2  lead 

shoot  your  head  into  the  computer  evaluator 

go  out  cigarette,  it's  time  now 

shut  up,  goddammit,  i  love  you,  help 

it's  raining  is  the  valid  reason  to  detour 

red  brick  linoleum  and  countless  queues 

for  yards  of  aspidistra  and  countless 

handfuls  of  ocean 

instead  of  handfuls  of  crumpled  math  problems 

and  eyefuls  of  waste 
substituting  grey-haired  and  high-heeled  authority 

for  hard  rock  and  artificial  flowers 
there's  a  rush  of  non-thinking 


t.  Cox 


M.  Garber 
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Steve  Mitchell 


206  bones - 

an  adequate  overlay  of  muscles  and  all  the  necessary  internal  systems  to  insure  proper 
function  of  a  slender  female  body,  twelve  years  yield.  Exorbitant  eyes,  brown  by  nature, 
brim  with  a  frightened  curiosity  that  lead  her  here,  where  she  wanted  most  to  be, 
despite  silent  paternal  restraint  -  the  heaviest  weight  upon  a  twelve  year  old  conscience, 
but  also  the  easiest  to  ignore  -  she  wanted  to  be  in  a  ballet  class.  She  wanted  to  dance. 

Step  into  delicate  pink  tights  and  a  body-hugging  secure  leotard  and  -  voila!  the  worst 
rolled-in  feet  and  overlapping  knocked  knees  and  a  back  swayed  to  a  posture  more 
befitting  a  duck,  waded  carefully  into  Miss  Baggs'  class.  Dear  Miss  Thelma  Johnson  Baggs. 
Her  father  hadn't  wanted  her  to  study  dance  either,  and  what  is  more  welcome  than 
sympathy  to  a  child  of  a  single  dozen  years.  Pull  up,  back  straight,  shoulders  down,  head 
up,  turn  out,  grip  toes,  lock  knees,  round  arms,  relax  your  fingers  -  how?  -  open  your 
eyes,  hold  in  your  stomach,  keep  your  ribs  together,  breathe!  -  how!?  -  Now  let's  move 
. .  .BUT  HOW!?!  With  grace,  ease  and  control  -  don't  kid  yourself  not  for  another 
dozen  years.  Sacrifice?  Of  a  sort  -  more  than  just  the  time  and  effort  -  go  to  dance  class 
instead  of  acquiring  the  status  of  cheerleader  or  prom  queen.  Gallantly  abstain  from  the 
enticing  bribes  of  music  and  literature  (papa  will  accept  anything  but  dance)  and  six  years 
later  go  to  college  -  far  away  -  and  pretend  to  be  an  art  maior  for  at  least  a  year.  But 
dance,  that  offers  physical  pain  and  what  red-blooded  martyr  wouldn't  suffer  for  self- 
improvement  -  the  only  way  to  extend  the  range  of  freedom  a  fraction  of  a  inch.  What 
pleasure  in  a  fraction. 

Perfect  a  line,  a  movement,  refine  and  distill  motion  to  create  a  moment.  A  new 
knowledge  of  space  and  where  and  how  a  body  exists  in  it,  through  it,  beside  and  beyond 
it.  One  moment,  a  milestone,  or  a  forgotten  inspiration  -  for  it  seeks  another  moment 
and  another,  transient  and  induplicable  -  lost  to  time  and  memory  -  yet  an  art  form 
more  alive  and  real  than  any  other,  for  its  medium,  its  material,  is  the  human  body. 

Anyone,  anything  can  dance  -  ripples  dance  along  stream  beds,  and  light  on  rooftops  - 
just  as  hatred  dances  in  evil  eyes,  or  joy  in  a  bursting  heart.  But  now  dance  with  the 
whole  self  and  become  a  part  of  all  this  and  more.  Extend  a  trained  leg  out  to  pierce  a 
desire  in  mid-space;  breathe  courage  with  a  tensed  back;  dance  with  more  than  nimble 
feet  or  the  gesture  of  hands,  with  the  eyes  and  the  light  and  the  space  and  the  sound  of 
now.  Moving  is  a  very  immediate  thing.  An  art  here  and  then  gone  again  as  it  happens.  But 
something  inside  makes  a  determination  pick  up  the  rolled-in  arches,  unsway  the  back, 
stretch  and  strengthen  every  muscle  to  be  able  to  experience  and  express  all  the  moments 
and  places  that  ever  were  -  all  the  things  human  and  non-human,  real  or  not. 

Strange  what  something  can  do  -  anything,  any  thing  at  all,  if  it  is  ingrained  deeply 
enough  inside  you. 

s.  A. 


Salad  Days 

for  Sandy 

Days  caul  if  lowered  his  nerves, 
they  meat  and  potatoed  his  outlook; 
not  doing,  not  listening  to  you  or  you, 
he  nodded  the  sleep  of  the  dead; 
but  the  black  flame  of  nail- 
clippings  thrilled. him,  queerly, 
his  nostrils  got  blooded, 
and  he  jumped:  was  it  taste  for  disease? 

Sun  had  dried  the  life,  at  his  feet, 
from  his  Belgium  Oriental's 
cheap  hemoglobin  swirls: 
circumspection  was  to  blame. 
But  Heloise  the  cat  returned  its  glare 
with  ochre  and  avocado  verve, 
letting  her  bowels  move  anywhere. 
Days  of  rain  and  green  air. 

His  feelings  are  no  secret  anymore, 

his  teeth  speak  the  language 

of  his  last  buttered  artichoke  leaf. 

Relieved  of  his  mind, 

he  nurses  his  lemon  and  spoons  his  meringue; 

there  is  nothing,  he  tells  me, 

so  pleasant  as  time 

turned  to  onion-skinned  verse. 

Peter  Fell  owes 


John  Lamph 


God  bless  America  Oh  beautiful 

Land  I  loved 

For  spacious  skies  and  mushroom  plains 

And  liberty  for  a  few. 

Rive  gauche  sidewalks  stained 

With  chalky  young  thoughts 

Of  les  conneries  americains 

Trapped  me  in  the  clutched  claws 

Of  old  baldy. 

But  when  the  black  bearded  etudiant 

Whispered  in  my  star  spangled  ear 

"Eh  Suedoise,  tu  voudrais  du  vin?" 

I  laughed  "Eh  bien,  les  Suedois  aiment  le  vin." 

And  tread  on  the  chalky  flag  that 

Would  disappear  in  the  next  heavy  rain. 


Jeanne  Cruickshanks 


Mary  Mann 


A  Semester  of  "Snow". .  .some  words  on  the  film:  excerpts  from  the  director 

My  first  faith  in  the  ,dea  of  producing  a  film.  .  .at  all  came  after  much  discussion  of 
aesthetics  and  art  with.  .  .the  crew.  My  own  job  was  so  variegated  and  mult.faceted  that  I 
find  it  difficult  to  offer  any  specifically  directorial  words.  We  worked  with  only  one  actor, 
not  counting  the  chair  who  developed  in  depth  of  character  as  time  went  on.  .    .  It  was 
rather  hard  to  take  a  stage  actor,  put  him  on  stage,  in  familiar  surroundings  and  set-up 
and  direct  him  not  to  act  like  he  was  on  the  stage.  Effective  filmic  movement,  especially 
on  the  scope  that  we  were  working,  is  very  different  from  effective  theater  movement. 


Every  nuance  of  expression  and  gesture  is  not  only  revealed  but  magnified,  in  our  case 
often  stretched,  before  the  camera.  Thus,  Mr.  Helman  and  I  spent  hours  trying  to  learn 
how  to  walk  and  run  through  a  sand  desert  so  that  the  camera  would  think  it  was  a  snow 
desert.  We  tried  all  kinds  of  approaches,  to  the  extreme  at  one  point  of  tying  building- 
block-bricks  to  his  feet  so  that  he'd  really  FEEL  the  weight  the  snow  would  be  pulling 
down  on  his  feet. ...  We  had  to  learn  understatement  for  the  film  where  we  would  have 
allowed  a  classic  overstatement  for  the  theater.  ...  A  suggestion  I  might  make  is  don't 
expect  your  actor  to  compensate  for  flaws  that  may  exist  on  other  levels  of  the 
production.  For  instance,  I  expected  him  to  create  a  really  convincing  and  perfect  desert 
run  for  me,  plus  a  dramatic  head-first  fall.  .  .but  he  had  at  most  maybe  ten  feet  of  space 
to  do  this  in,  which  is  like  asking  the  Rappahanock  to  kindly  represent  Niagra  Falls  in  the 
space  allowed  and  then  being  upset  that  no  one  tries  to  go  over  it  in  a  barrel. 

Unfortunately,  the  physical  realities  of  the  abstraction  we  were  attempting  to 
realize  sometimes  -  often  -  contributed  heavily  to  final  decisions  that  were  different 
from  our  original  plan.  We  were. .  .very  firm  about  desiring  to  do  the  whole  thing  indoors 
on  the  stage,  despite  the  inconveniences  we  knew  it  would  probably  cause,  because  we 
wanted  a  totally  "created"  creation.  .  .something  about  the  whole  nonreality-represented- 
on-a-stage-and-then-filmed  irony  (re:  the  play  within  a  play  within  a  play,  within  a  play, 
Luigi  Pirandello  absurdist  bit)  really  appealed  to  us  and  no  problem  was  about  to  be  too 
exasperating  to  overcome.  . .  .  One  day  after  a  particularly  long  shooting  session,  we  all 
were  struck  by  what  seemed  to  be  a  series  of  overwhelming  ironies;  all  our  meetings  had 
been  from  the  beginning  carefully  taped  and  pieces  of  most  of  them  had  been  filmed,  and 
a  lot  of  this  had  been  done  on  stage.  We  suddenly  realized  how  many-layered  our  original 
irony  had  become.  For  not  only  were  we  busy  trying  to  adapt  an  already  created  story  of 
nonreality  on  a  stage  where  everything  we  were  using  to  create  the  essence  of  the  story 
was  artificial. .  .but  we  were  also  making  a  film  of  us  making  a  film  on  a  stage  where  we 
were  remaking  a  story  about  something  that  wasn't  to  begin  with! 

On  the  shooting  of  "Snow". .  .because  of  the  extraordinary  limits  we  had  placed  on 
ourselves.  .  .it  was  very  difficult  to  create  so  it  looked  even  semi-realistic,  so  we  finally 
realized  we'd  have  to  bow  to  the  exigencies  of  the  stage  and  allow  the  whole  thing  to  look 
surrealistic  if  it  wanted  to.  Perhaps  our  major  mistake  was  that.  .  .our  film  had  a  certain 
"in-group"  tone  about  it  since  we  had  spent  so  much  of  our  beginning  time  interpreting 
theory,  exchanging  ideas  on  the  philosophy  of  the  thing,  and  making  elaborate  plans  for 
the  filmic  image  of  our  adaptation.  We  were,  perhaps,  too  aware  of  what  we  wanted  to  do 
and  how  we  felt  about  it,  and  thus.  .  .had  to  solve  a  kind  of  intellectual  ethnicness  that 
had  developed. .  .  .our  goal  was  to  visually  present  the  complex,  nebulous,  and  difficult 
concept  of  Reality  and  leave  big  open-ended  choices  for  the  answer.  .  .and  I  feel  fairly 
satisfied  that  we  accomplished  what  we'd  intended. 


Elaine  Bell 


Fer  A.  Snyder 


M.  Garber 


I  October  Sprite 

When  the  dread  sun  at  last  is  scabbarded 
And  the  forest's  faint  limbs  have  shed 
Their  impaled  leaves  darkly  bled, 
When  stout  ferns  sprout  winter  fruit 
And  acorns  have  lost  their  heads 
And  fans  have  fled  screaming  mad- 
Then,  she  said  deep  in  dry  leaves  lying 
And  surveying  this  stricken  abundance, 

0  then  would  I  as  soon  be  dead. 

II  Along  The  Hudson 

When  November  gales  drive  hungry  gulls 
Flooding  across  my  vacant  brown  pastures 
And  foghorns  hover  in  the  hollow, 

1  worry  impatiently  the  clay 

On  my  coveralls  caked  and  question 
My  boots'  sodden  manure.  But  then 
Crows  land  and  start  to  quarrel, 
Pheasants  and  grouse  join  in, 
And  soon  the  gulls  are  gone  again. 

Daniel  Dervin 


Mysture 


A.  Snyder 


Image  withheld  due 
to  copyright 
restrictions. 


Earth  Riders 

Come,  I  will  showyou  your  own  freedom. 
And,  I  will  show  you  your  wings. 
Free  to  potential  the  heights  of  man. 
Come  let  us  talk  and  see  what  reality  brings. 

chorus:   For  I  my  brothers  and  this  yellow  dog, 
We  are  earth  riders  together. 
Dreaming  restless  from  this  mother  we  ride, 
Fly  with  the  wings  of  man  forever. 

Come  together  we  shall  learn  to  fly. 
We  are  free  to  chase  the  sun 
And  it  shall  be  the  most  natural  thing, 
We  who  ride  the  earth  are  one. 

Reaching  softly  to  touch  and  be  touched. 

Speaking  directly  one  to  another. 

I  celebrate  the  joy  of  you  and  I, 

To  feel,  to  sense,  and  be  aware  together. 

Eric  William  Sigmund 
©Copyright  Glendon  Music  Corp.  1970 


Generator 

Defined  by  a  weave  of  steel- 
gadgets  and  bars,  metalic  goings-on 

some  thick  and  thickly  bound 
in  insulation— where  a  dull  buzz  ends 
a  few  feet  from  their  souls- 
heavy  and  sure  to  last 

and  glass-shining,  dazzles  in  the  summer  heat 

sickly  green  and  poisonous  lavendar 

hypnotizing,  mesmerizing 

amusing? 

caps  for  poles,  ornaments 

which  can  be  switched  from  one  to  another- 

easy  to  scratch,  hard  to  break-adaptable 

durable,  serviceable— 

they  do  well  their  job  of  shining 

shining  faces  simple 

with  a  humming,  melodious  sing-song  which 

dances  and  curves  through  the  ears  of  all 

And  thin  silver  electrode- 
oxidizing  to  another  form 
dying  as  they  kindle  a  silent  song  to  the  stars 
its  tune  not  hampered  by  the  vacuum 
It  passes  through 

starting  at  a  place  defined  by  a  weave  of  steel 
but  not  contained 
striking  its  distant  target 
calling  forth  a  ring 
and  going  on 

Debra  Grey  Branham 
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Deborah  Bradford 


